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HAKESPERE seemed
to bhave a wery poor
opinion of Nature's
journeymen in the
manufacture of men;
but then he had not
heard of the Chicago
Exposition, neither had
he seen the cunning
workmen im the Na-
tional Museum at their

2 exercises. To make

men snd women and

' g children as natural as
1ife, they first seloct with the greatest care
the costume peculiar to the race to be recreated.
This is very important, to guard against put-

Bing women's clothes on men and vice verss,

agsinst mixing races aud also agains! getling

white man and vellow man and browu man
and black man haplessly confounded. If tl‘:e
pstume be wrong, all will go wrong. It would
as thourh a taxidermist had dressed an ass
in a lion's skin, or the turtle-dove shounld be
monnted as a carniverous creature. If you
ghonld upderiske the trade of Nature's jour-
neyman, be careful alout the costume. Here
s apparel alwars procluizes the man. i
Next to thie costume comes the man himself,
meaning also Lis wife and his littie {am.-_v:

The photographer sets up the indl‘ndna.

whose other scif is to be reproduced, just so

7

770,

tools, eonjures out of soft clay faces that weep,
or frown, or smile, or look intent wupon
some chject of iuterest. From these he makes
moids and casts them in plaster or papier-

How THE BLACKSMITH AND THE CABINET
Marer Fixep Hiwm.

mache, facsimiles of his heads and hands and

naked feet.

While the deft artist is forming the exposed
parts his companion, the upholsterer, scarcely
loss ingeuious, Lbuilds np the bodicd and limbs, |
As these will not be exposzed, his purpose is to
bring out tie cffect of the costume. And with |
all the resourccs of the upholsterer and cabinet |
maker, assisted by the blucksmith, he creates |
his terso. He cannot muke a mud man and
sol Lim sgriust Lhe fenceto dry  The clothes
would not go on. He cannot, for iustance, put
the shirt ou the fizure as you don yours. He
has to put the figure into the shirt. He must
make his man so that he can unjoint the arms
and legs and feet, slide the garments down over
the limbless trunk, snd then restore the limbs
iu such pood shape that they may be posed in
a life-like manner, holding a spear, sewing a
garment, or peiuting to sowething in the dis-
fance,

SB

ort, he must, on a frame of wood, build

{ o0t u hutsan form in excelsior, and make pro-

H ask,

PosrxG A= A Moprr For THER NINE JOUR-
NEVMEN.
many feet from the camera, and is earefvl to
include in Lis picture an ivery rule or some
other ohject where the exact lsngth is known,
He also takes Lis vietim fuil face and in proflle.
After this preliminary exploration comes
the portrait-painter with Lis wonderful eye for
color, and gets the complexion of the fsce and
of the body as exactiy as possible. He copies
Lhe hue of the eves aud the shade of the bhair
fnd notes the texture of the skin. The an-
thropomeler is now invoked {o measurs stat-
ore, girth, lenzth of limbs, and of otuer parts
of the body. This be must do with great csre,
g8 will appear forther on. Tne poor erestare
who bas been put through these preiimivary
processes wust be paid for his patience aud dis-
missed.

Posrxe F¥or A Deessep Fisuns,
Heap, Hasos, axp FEET 170 BR
NaAKED.

The next step is a very importsnt
one, the pose, the grouping, the atti.
tudes of the figures. You know it
would not do 1o have naked Eaki-

Jnos escaping from croecodiles in the
Arctic Sca, nor Africans gpearing
gealsat their breathingholesthrough
the iee on the Congo, nor Chiness
women carrying their childrea in
pappoose fraces, nor Navajo women
eating rats. We most snit the action
totheman and the man to the action,

There is where the ethnolozist comes in, who
bas to scour the earth snd make kimself
familiar with the various peoples, their charac-
Leristic sctivitiesand ways., Jlo must wake up
bis mind hiow the figures shall stand, and look,
and bold their hands, and be posed with relstion

1o the whole group before another thingean be |

fdone. Indeed, he bas to furnish the motive
for all the rest of the journevmen.

We are now ready to go to work in earnest,
we Nature's journeymen, Thoerefore you may
get a barrel of modeler's clay, s barrel of good
plaster-of - Paris, besides sheline and ise
oil. These are for the parts of the ¥ to be
exposed. Then some good pine studding, ineh
boards, excelsior, burlaps, wrapping twinse

As e Lay Ficver or Tog PRiest IN AN
INpiasy Cioprwoxy wiil Look BrFoRE
Purrixc ox His CoOSTUME.

$acks, hingcs strap iron and otLer supplies must
be attended to.

The first one to begin in earcest upen our
made-up 1men and womes is & ancdelsr in clay,
31 you huve never scen oue st work it wiii pay
JOu v g many miles ont of *ovr way to get &
Bight of bom., He sets up cur pantes apd an-
thropoms=tiic measures in Jronut of 1B, makes
& sketeh of 1he gronp to be created, agd than,

WLl s daiutly flogers acd = few very simple |

for sdding limbs us desired. You might
Why not cast the whole thing in plaster?
This would necessitate cutting, and perhaps
totally devroying, beautiful costumes. The en-

vicic

Arrer TRE Urmisteere Has Triep His
Haxp,

tire process of Nature is to be reversed. For
examyle, she makes men aond they clothe them-
seives alterwards, without having to be un-
jeinted.

; Iint Naturc’s jonrnermen get the clothes first
snd then have to fabricate jeinted men to
adapt them to the clothes. The oid-fushioned
way of etuffing anim~l] skins and human cloth-
ing to prepare zoologieal specimens or lay-
figures of wen is superseded by the much more

elegant methods of taxidermy, by which the
bodies of animals or of men are first made up
to scale and measure and then clad in the na-
tive skin or the becoming garments,

The body prepared and dressed and the head

Tax Tonso.—Orurr Paurs 1o ForLrow.

and bands being set in place, you bave a
ghostly sight indeed, No crealure was ever so
pale a3 this ove, Thsat ssme genius whko a
short time sgo copied eyos aud skin must now
resiure thein on the countenance and skin of
the new crosture. Even the wig-maker shounld
be no fool, or there will be the mischief to pay.
These two urtisis the portrait painter and the
wig-maker, bave it in their power to give suc-
cess or fuilure to the whole enterprise.

So they &re usually paid by the dsy and
cotopeied to keep at it until the proper effects
are altaived. Few persons realize how easy it
is to render an object of this class riliculous by
Just a little bit of color or by the posc of a wig.

The last one to lay bands on the new crea-
tion is the costumer, who must inspect every
part of the dress snd wig und color. Mrs
Grundy is his perpetoal enewy, She is forever
saying. Dou't yon eec that those trowsers are
wirong side out, or the dugger is on the wrong
side, or the turban is aroond the waist, or the
medicios Lag is mistaien for & tobacco-pouch,
or the cbild's bead is resting ou a shrine in-
stead of a pillow?

This is all right, for it keeps his wits shar-
| pened. She may be continually wrong; all
| tbe sume he is ever on the gui vire for her.
&40 esught bim only a short time 820 napping

sl the Natioual Museuw, sending a man out o

practice archery with a rat-trap from the Far
East under his arm instead of a bow.

The motive in taking all this pains to make
ficures to look as nearly like the person repre-
scnted as possible is the fact that millions of
men and women and children will seo them
who can never travel the world over. These

Tar MopeLER'S EFFORT TO CrrEATE A HEAD.

will ever carry in their minds the images of
these lay groups. It bocomes a matter of th_a
highest pedigogic importance that every dotail
should be correct and that Nature's journeymen
should know what they are about.

You have heard that it takes nine tailors to
make a man, In this case we do not call them
tailors, but give the list of the nine Nature's

PiMa Ixpran Lives WAITING FOR
Heap Axp Bony.

journeymen that make men, women, and chil-
dren for Chicaro.

First jouorneyman—the Ethnographer,
Second journeyman—the Anthropomaoter,
Third journeyman—the Photographer.
Fourth journeyman—the Modeler.

Fifth journeyman—the Upholsterer.
Sixth journeyman—the Blacksmith,
Seventh journcyman—the Painter.
Eighth journeyman—the Wig-maker.
Ninth journeyman—the Costnmer,

—_— .
How it Feels to T'all a Mile,
Delos E. Goldsmith, the only survivor of

Tae

sthose who aseended in the ill-fated balloon at
Boston on the Fourth of July, is 28 years nld,
fond of athletics, and is an expert yachtman
and swimmer. He wentl up as a newspaper re-
porter, intending to write up his sensations,
He told the story of the trip as he lay on a
cot in the hospital after the terrible fall of over
a mile, as he is still suffering from nervons
shoek. He said:

*“When the balloon rose in the air the sun
was declining and the scene from the car was
beautiful. We all anticipated an enjoyabis
trip. At first it seemed as if the balloon wounid |
take a westeriy course, but a strong wind from |
the west suddenly arose and swept it toward |
South Boston. It was soon evident that we
were heading for the harbor, It was then |
that Prof. Rogers said that we wouid land on |
Thompson’s Island. To fail of this we all |
knew meant to be carried to sea. The Profes- 1
sor seemed to realize this and became a trifle |
nervous, '

“He pnlled the escape-valve cord, but it re- |
fused to work, 1t now became a question of !
life or death. Agnin and again ie pulled, |
For a moment the huge mass shook aud quiv- |
ered. Soon our position became uncomforta- |
ble beecanse of the odor of the gas. To miti- |
gate this the hold on the cord was relaxed. To
our amazement the wvalve refused to close, |
Suddenly a noise overbead cansed us to look |
up. There was & smul! rent in the balloon,
which, as the gas escaped, increased to a yard.
At first slowly, then like an arrow the balioon
descended,

“In this awlul descent it oceurred to me
that two carrier pigeons were in the bottom of |
the car. With one wrench I puiled the cover |
from the cage, and they were free. A moment
later we struck the water. It scemed as if I
went 10 feet below tle sarfasce. I knew we
wouid have to swim, and before we struck the
water I bad thrown my coat away. I had not
time to remove my shoes, but while in the
water I Jay on my back and removed them.
Then I became tangled up in the netting.
When we came up 1 wriggled free and jumped
out of the basket. The land seemed far away,
though I am told it was only 500 yards. All
this time I heard Prof. Rogers behind me and
supposed L, too, was swimming for the shore,
1 felt sick at the stomach as I swam, from the
effcets of breathing the gas, and if T Lad not
been picked up guick I would have given out,

“Whether Prof. Rogers died from the effeets
of the gas or from his fall I don't know. He
was near me all the time until he sauk in my
wake.”

The French Canadians,

“A guieter immigration movement on a seale
so extensive as that of the French Canadians
to the United States has never been witneszed,”
says the New England Magazine, * The msjor-
ity of our citizens have as yet no idea of its
extent and results, It is chiefly within the
last gencration that this ‘new nation,’ as it
may be styled, has noiselessly overspread these
northeastern States, To-day this new popu-
lation throughout the United States numbers
considerably over 800,000. In New England
and New York there are more than 504,000 ;
in Massachusetts slone the fizures reach 1:20,-
000. 'This is an astounding aggregate for the
briel period of their immigration, and the ex-
tent of tho sourees of supply. This result far
exceods, proportionately, that to the eredit of
either Ireland or Germany, According to Le
wide Fraucais des Etats Unis (1801), they own
real estate to the amount of $105,328,500 ; and
10,696 of the race are doing businesa for them-
sclveas. As we have already seen, ti:is people,
chiefly agricultural, backward in education
and primitive in habits, numbered but 635,
at the time of the cession of Canada to England
—1759-00; while at the present time thers
are 1,700,000 of them, not including the outflow
to adjoining provinces and the United States,

A FPractical Joking Bird.

“The blue jay,” says a bird sharp, “is the
most persistent practical joker in the feathered
kingdom. He will conceal himself in a ciump
of leaves near the spot where small birds are
accustomed to gather, and when they aro en-
Joying themselves in their own fashion, will
suddenly frighten them almost to death bLy
screaming out like a hawk, Of course they
scatter in every direction, and when they do so
the mischievous raseal gives ventto a cackle
that sounds very much like a lapgh, If he
confined his pranks to sneh jokes as this, how-
ever, he would not be such a bad neighbor to
birds smaller than himself, but when he amuses
himseif by breaking the eggs in their nests
and tearing the young to pieces with his bill,
be becories a pestilent nuisance, and they often
combine their forces to drive him out of the
neighborhood. They do not always suceceed,
for bo is as full of fight as of mischief, but a
severe couflict teaches him that they too have
their rights, and this induces him to mend his
manners.”

If you come to the Encampment without a
supply of THE NATIONAL TRIDUNE
Portrait Cards it will bea great disappoint-

| say =omething else.

ment to your comrades. They all want your
picture lo take home with them to look at in
afler years when they ave thinking and talking

alowl you,

OME people would
have =aid it was Flor-
ence Craven's own
fault that she had lost
her faith in man. Per-
hapssome people wounld
have been right, and
perbaps they wonld
not. However, that
has nothing todo with
this story. The fact is
what concerns us, and
the fact is that Flor-
ence Craven did not
believe in men. She
did not believe much
in women, either, but
that nlso has nothing
to do with this story.
When Florence wa
18 yeais old she huu
ideals. Every woman
has ideals when she is
young, justas children
havemumps, Thegirls
usually get over their
ideals just as success-
fuily as children do
over the mumps, and then they settie down
to a substantial basis of fact and find that, after
all, the world as it i8 is a very good pa lce—
quite as good as the world of imagination,

That is what happens to a girl wio has the
ordinary ron of ideals. These usually consist
of & man who is a combination of Richard
Ceznr de Lion, Adonis and the Angel Gabriel.
That is the kind of ideal the average young
girl sets up for herself. It does not oceur to
her at first that in order to be fit for the society
of snch a man she herself onght to be a combi-
nation of Joan of Arc, Venus and Amelia Sed-
ley. DBy and by she finds out that women are
not built on that scale, und then she concludes
that man may bo a little lower than the angels
and still do. Florence Craven, however, did
not begin life with such a tremendous demand
on human nature, Her idoa of a man was not
that he should be like Virgil's Dame Rumor,
with his fect on the earth and hissublims head
among thestars,  All she asked was that a man
should be tall, handsome, strong, kind of tem-
per, frank, patient, humble, lorgiving, earnest,
sincers, affectionate, industrious, clever with
his hands, intellectual, and passionately in love
with her. 1t was not muoeh for a young girl to
ask, and s0 Flarence demanded it with all her
soul and with all her strength. And the first
thing she knew the man arrived.

He had the whele of the above eatalog of
qualities except one, He was not in love with
Florence. That, however, did not discourage
Ber. She set out to make him love her. It
was at a Snmmer resort that she met him, and
at first he regarded her sprightly allurements
with a sort of patronizing good nature, which
stirred Florencs's spirits to their deptlis. She

| vowed with a deep determination that she

would bring him to her feet., Several times he
secmed to be on the peint of sayiug somwething
very carnest to her, nnd then the amused look
would ecome back into his eyes and he would
This happened so often
that Florenee becama flercely hungry for that
earuest ublerance which always refused to
eomeo. One night shecven went up to hier room
and wept bitter tears of vexation, of course, be-
cunse e would not say it. The next day she
fished more vigorously. They walked, danced,
rode together, The gossips of the hotel war-

| Tied them regularly every day, and still he did

not say it, Aud Flarence wished more than
ever te hear him say it,

Finally the end of the season eame. The
September breezes whispercd around the cor-
ners of the hotel, and the September stars
lovked down upon piles of trunks ready to be
taken away the next morning. That night
he spoke. e said he had been trying to tell
er something all the Summer, but his courage
had fatled him every time. Ilo felt that he
had not been guite right in keeping it to him-
self so Jong, but <hie had made his Summer so
pleasant that he had really been unable before
that minute to tell her that he was gaing to be
married that Winter., His sweetheart was in
Europe aud would be bome in about two wecks,

And that was the earnest remark of tho man
who was tall, handsome, stroug, kind of tem-
per. ete.

Florence took it bravely as far as outward
appearauces went, She laughed in lis face
aud told him that she had kvown it all along,
Then she wished him joyjand ran up-stairs, In
the inviolate seeresy of her own room she fell
flat on her face and staid there for two hours.
At the end of that time she arose, looked at
herself in the mirror, and smiled a miserable
smile, At that moment her ideals went ont of
the window, and were blown out to sea by the
west wind, The next day Florence Craven
was a manhaterand a flirt of the most desperate
character. For two years she cut a swath,
Her chiange of heart was most sincere, She
simply despised men. She took pleasure in
transfixing them with the arrows of love and
seeing them writhe, She had no more pity
than a seal bunter, and sho was as devoid of
sentiment as Butler's ** Analogy.” BShe never
made the slighlest pretense. She treated all
men with sareastic contempt, and they seemed
to like it. She counted her victims by the
score. She broke up engagements by Lhe dozen.
She made regiments of girls jealous, She
played Venus Vietrix to perfection, and had ail
the mothers in society wild with a desire to
cast ber into the bottomless pit,

All except one. Mrs, Chasby Soden had a
davghter who didn’t go off. She hung fire
dreadfully. Tho only man who had ever
shown u disposition to gather her to himself
had been switehed off by the insatiable Flor-
ence Craven, who wrung his heart dry, and
then sent him packing. Then Mrs. Chasby
Soden rose op and said :

* Thot Craven girl has got to be married.”

The ouly question was who was to marry her?
Mrs. Chasby Soden studied that problem long
and carolully, and finaliy she came to the con-
clusion that sho knew the man. Then she
eat down to study out a plan by which he could
be led to devote himsell to Florence and to
conquer her. She spent the whole morning in
deep thought. At luncheon she appeared with
a severs headache and a yritten letter,

“ If that does not bring him, she said to her-
self, “ I musi simply give it up.”

It did bring Lim. Hbe was Jarvis Marray,
M1s. Chasby Sodon's ng('phew, the son of her
oldest brother, now dead, Jarvis Murray was
30 years old, and not jpiretty to look at. He
bad a knife-scar just ubove the bridge of his
nose, aud the rest af his face was corrngated
with smallpox marks, ' Ho was not tall, but
his decp chest and Tong arms indicated
strength, He was not especially bright or
cheerful in conversition, having been close
encugh to death on geveral oeccasions to make
him rather serious, Jaryis Murray had begun
life as a naval eadet, ' He had been ship-
wrecked ouce and ‘had two desperato fights
with pirates. He “got that cut over the
bridge of his nose in ome of them. Then he
resigned from the Nitvy to accept the command
of n merchant vessné. A coliision, fire, and
five days on a raft finighed his career there,
though he was hoQaritbly acquitted of all
blame. He decided that dry land wonld suit
him thereafter, He seccured a position with
an electric company, and was now in a fair way
to become a millionaire. But he was not an at-
tractive man., He knew it, too, and, as a rule,
stecred clear of the fair sex. But Mrs, Chasby
Soden sneceeded in setting him after Florence,
and he opened up a campaign that for variety
and movement has seldom Leen equaled in the
history of love.

It began with some masterly inactivity.
The first thing Jarvis Murrsy did was nothing,
and he did it we!l, He was introduced to
Florence, looked at her critically, and then
walked away. That made Florenco angry,
and filled her with a deep determination to
make bim notice her—and to his sorrow, of
course.

**Excellent,” said Mrs, Chasby Soden. “I
should say that the first skirmish is decidely
in your favor.,”

1]
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“T don't like it,” said Jarvis, reflectively.
““She is as beautiful and bewitching as yon
painted her, and more so. 1'd rather lie right
down at her feet and surrender.”

“And be lavughed at for your pains? No,
my dear boy, do just as I tell you, and the
most captivating of girls is yoars. Walch her
for a day or two, and you'll agree with me that
my plan is the ouly one that ean suceced.”

Jarvis watched her. Hesaw her deliberately
draw young Forrest Burney into a proposal
and then treat him with a measureless con-
tempt that sent the young fellow away lLeart-
broken, If Jarvis had not been let into the
secret of Florence's lack of faith in men he
would have called her heartless. As it was, he
understood that her heart was execeedingly
active and was feedinz on its own fires. He
decided that Mrs. Soden’s plan of campaign
was & wise one,

“Set a thief to catch a thief,” he muszed.
“It isn't fair. Mrs. Chasby Soden is an old
campaigner. She's up to every move on
the board. Pity that daughter of hers, my
estimable cousin, isn’t a man. The mater
wonld have had her married long ago. DBat
the Craven girl has got the whole field to her-
self, and now that we're alone, Jarvis, we may
as well admit that she deserves it. She's the
first girl I've ever seen that 1'd like to own.
And I'm going to do it.”

The next day Jarvis Murray treated Florence
Craven with deliberate indifference all day.
He took the trouble to keep within sonnd of
her voice and sight of her eyes, so as to let her
gee that he was indifferent. She tried scveral
times to draw him inte conversation, but he
answered in monosyllables and torned tospeak
to another girl, That night one of the full-
dress hops took place. Right in the middle of
it Jarvis Murray shouldered his way through
the crowd of moths around Florence and said:

“The next is our waltz, I believe.”

You can’t put the assurance of his manner
on paper,

“T think not,” she said.

“You are mistaken,” he replied, lifting her
danee card. The dance was not taken. He
calmly wrote his name, and showed it to her.
*You see it is my dance.”

At that moment the music began, and before
Florence could recover her breath he bhad her
fioating over the floor,

manner to Mrs, Chasby Sodeu's hang-fire daugh-
ter. The finest expert from a medimval court
of love couldn’'t have discoversd a shade of
differonce in the devotion of this day and that
of the previons one. That made Florence wild;
but what conld she do? That is not the sort
of thing that a girl can notica. So she had to
swallow her rage and covntent herself with flire-
ing more desperately than ever with a tow-
baired gentleman who was possessed of a T-cart
and a hyphened vame. Sbe overdid it, how-
ever. She had one or two outbursts of temper
away. About that time she overbeard Mrs,
the veranda:

*“Oh, yes, Jarvis always had a penchant for
his cousin. I sheuldn’t be surnrised if the nao-
expected bappenedin that quarter.”

“So,"” thought Florence, * that old bundle of
gossip thinks he's going to marry her Nellis.
Well, rather than that 1'd marry him myself
and I hate him.”

Yon soe, Jarvis's campaion was getting on
finsly.
impression on a girl when Do gets her to bate
him. 1've always been of the opinion that be-
twveen a young man and s giri a good, hot, pal-
pitating hatred can givoe pity three to one,

him, and he liked ir.
aay she hated him, She did, t
day. It came about In a very simpio way.
They were all down ou the beach. Jarvis in-
sisted that the sand was damp aud that Flor.
ence must not sit on it.
his days for being atlentive to her. So he
found a short piace ¢f log and a short board,
ITa set tho log up on end and iaid the board on
it. There was room eroazh for two, 50 s 3%t
beside her. I'ive minntes later he spraug up,
apparently oblivious of Flurcnes's existence, to
speak to asimpering blonde nonentity.
he sprang up, Florence, of course, went over
flat on the sand in about as ridiculonz a wayas
you can perceive. She was so anzry she conld
hardly speak.

bot not very euthusiastically.

in an aside, I hate you!”

Murray really appeared to turn pale.

“Do you mean that?” Le said in s low tone,
looking at her with tho soul-leakinz look.

“Yes, I do,” she answered resolatel

That mau's eyes actualiy filied with tears.
Ho gave her one hearthroken glince; then

another girl.

he sat down beside the other girl, she wished

What was a girl to do with such a man?
ence did not know what to make of him.
troubled her mightily, He kept her
petual state of change, from storm to sunshine
and back again, like a hot August day with a
southwest wind.

“How do youn like it?" said Mrs, Chasby
Soden to Jarvis Murray,

“Ilike it and I don’t like it. I feel like a
case-hardened brute when 1 treat her so badly.
But it's going to work,”

“And you’ll stick to it?"

“¥Ye¢s," he said, grimly; “I love her.”

patted herself on the back. When she saw her

“THAT CeAVvEN GIEL HAS GOT TO BE MARRIED.”

“Mr. Murray,” she said angrily, * your im-
pudence '’ ——

“My what?” he asked, looking intently
into her eyes.

He knew how to look very hard. He had
once looked a mutiny out of conntenance.

“Your impudence,” she began again, but he
interrupted her.

“ A man would dare anything for you,” he
said. Her face flushed and her eyes sparkled.
Jarvis Murray waltzed like a feather-weight
angel. He did not say another word to her till
the end of the dance. Then he said:

* Have yoa another dance loft? "

She had. She had been saving it for a pur-
pose; not this purpose, but she thought now
she would let the other onego. Do you know
what Jarvis did? He put his name down for
that dance and went up-stairs to bed, She did
not see him till the next day. She was weak
enough to take him to task for not appearing
to clzim his dance. Ile told her ho was sorry
she had missed him, and assured hLer it should
never ocear again. ‘That wade her so angry
she would not speak to him again. Then Jur-
vis Murray turned bis atteniion to making
himself agreeable to the ladies, 1o knew how
to do it, too, He had two dozon ideas in as
many seconds, and everyone of his idoas was
fraitfal in pleasure to the women. All songht
Floreuce, of course. She wouldn't speak to
him, 80 she was left out of his plans, She sab
aroand the botel all the afternocon with thres
or four tall, handsome man, who m=ade love to
her to the best of their ability, whila the other
girls went ouf sailing with Murray and had a
glorious time. Somehow or other hor favorite
sport palled on her that afternoom, and, of
course, sho blamed it all on Murray. He met
ber face to face in the corridor as shs was
going to her room to dress for dinner. Siie was
%oing to pass him in dignified silencs, but ie
stopped and beld out his hand.

“Won't you forgive me?” he said, looking
hard at her.

When he looked like that you wounld have
thought that his sonl was leaking out of his
eyes,

“Since you sare so humble,” she said, “I
will ; but I think yon were very rude.”

“So do I,” he said, touching his lips to the
tips of her fingers with a manner almost rever-
ential.

He passed on, leaving her flustered and
elated. The man had acted asif he thought
her a fomale deity. After that he went on all
the evening making things pleasant for a!l the
other girls and leaving her out. It wasenongh
to exasperate a saint. [Florence wasnota saint,
and when she retired to her room for the night
she was about as thoroughly vexed a woman as
ever lived. She actually broke down and had
& good old-fashioned cry.

“T'll ix him,” she said. “I'llnotallow him
to treat me in that style. The first attempt he
makes at impudence to-morrow ends our ae-
quaintance.”

But on the morrow he was not impudent.
That was becanse he had carefully observed her
face when she loft the drawing-room the pre-
vious night, No, he was anything but impa-
dent. Ho devoted bimself to her for the whole
day. He never left hor side. Bathing and
sailing and driving—he was with her in them
all, and no woman could have asked for more
respectful, yet tender, attention,

*Vanquished at Iast!” exclaimed Florence
triumphantly whea she had gained the secla-
sion of her apartment that night.

But he refused to stay vanquished. The next

danghter she astonishied that damp-powder
young lady with a spontaneous kiss,

That pight Floreuce Cravea made a dis-
covery. She discovered that she was anxious.
She called it “interested.” But she was anxi-
ous to know what Murray meant. Up to the
present time she had been unable to tell. The
man was s puzzle to her and she wished to
solve him. The question was, how was it to be
done? Sometimes sha thouglt he loved her
When he looked at her with the soul-leaking
look she could have sworn it. Bat she remem-
bered that she had no faith in men. So why
should she beliove in him? But still she'd
liko to know. She decided that the only plan
was to do something desperate.

The next day she went in bathing just
A8 everyone elss was going out. Murray stood

i on tive end of the pier and watched hLer dive

off. She was an expert swimmer. She swam
straight out irom the shorve, and when she was
40 or 50 yards from the end of the pier turned
over on her back and floated like a nymph.
Murray started to walk awzy. Then she threw
up her arms, uttored a screwm, and went down.
Of ecourse Murray bit. e wasu't going to
stand by and see her drown. He muost have
cisared 20 feet in his flying dive off the pier.
He wns at hor side in a faw seconds.

*“1'm all right now,” sho said, panting. “It
\ was just a momentary cramp.”

“You'rs not all right, and you're coming
ashore with me. Float.”

She floated, and with one arm undar her he
swain toward the pier with her.

"What made you juwp in after me?” she
said.

“PDo you think I'd ses anything happen to
you while the breath of life was in my nos-
trils?”

A great thrill of joy swept through Florenes.
It was the flrst time a groat thrill of joy bad
beon caused in ber by a man sinece the era of
tall, handsome, strong, et cetera. She did not
liko it, on second thoughts, It frightened her,
Sho eseaped from hiw a3 soon as possible whea
she reuched the shore. That night Mrs. Chasby
Sodan pisyad her right bower. She watched
until she saw I'lorence sitting on the veranda
just ontside the window. Then she went up
to one of the old Noms, who was sitting just
inside the same window, and said:

“Do yon kuow I do believe that Jarvis has
just proposed to Nellis. I saw them in a corner
and he was holding her hand and talicing pas-
sionately to her. I stole away, and they dida's
see me."”

Fiorence did not know just how she got ont
of her chair, but she was some distance away
{rom that window when she recovered her self-
control. Then she stood still and clasped her
nands. Great Heaven! Why did she feel that
way? What diflerence did it. make to her
whetiier Jarvis Murray proposed to Nellie So-
den or not. At that momout the miscreant
came to bar.

* 1've been looking for vou,” he said.

1 don't believe yo0a,” aae snswored,

Heo calmly took possossion of her arm and
w:ld_'xed away with it. Ste tried to free her-
sail.

“ Don't be ridienlous,” he said.

“i won't stand it,” she execisimed. “Yon
ara iosuflerably impuisns, Yoa treal me as if
I wers youe peoperiy.”

“Aflier paliing vou ous of the water I feel a
sart of personpl 1hZargay o son,”

“Yea dida'y puil ws oui of the water,” she
answersd, |oorog har mental balunes, * Thece

WS Dol anjtuing the matter with me at ail”

day he devoted himself in precisely the same I

i “And you did shat

which frightened the young man, and he run |

Chasby Soden saying to one of the old Noms on |

A man kas got to make a pretty serious |

Jarvis had a sneaking notion that she hated |
Heo wizhed she woald |
vo, the very next |

You see, it was one of |

Wlien |

She would not allow Jarvis to |
assist her to rise. e apologizad very properly, |

“Don’t mention it,”" shie said ; and then added |

walked slowly away, and—sat down beside |

Wiiile he was looking into her eves, Florence |
felt that she could forgive him anvthing. When |

she could run a knife through both of them. |
Fior- |
He |

in a per- |

Mrs. Chasby Soden went off into a corner and |

Ha stopped short and
“Honor bright?"
“Honor fid Hesticks'"”

jast to see whether I

looked her in the syea.

would try to save you?
| . “Yes, I? no, what nonsense !
{ Just—for fun.™

l li-? et go of her arm and took both her

rands,

“ Florenee, will you be my wifo?”

" How dare you, sir! fHow many girls do
o propose to in one evening ? "
" Someone has been slandering me. I bave
never proposed to suy other woman and I gever
| Shall,”
l Ub, wasn’t she giad to hear that! And she
Le ieveld it without & momeut's hesitation.

“ You haven't asswored my question,” he
said, * will you be my wife?”

“What for>"

“Becnuse [ love

L .\'D t .

_ That was her little triamph He had made
fher feel miserable 20 often, and now she had
hf;' chance to be even with him. So she ssid
:'-mi. and tf;un walted. And what do you
think he l‘l.d ? IJ:"j-;'t:'I her hands and walked
nw_:}y Without another word.

., The next day he met her and treated her ss
if no word of love had ever passed between
them. It was simply incomprehensible. Any
r_:ti:a:r man wounld have gone AWay, or hnng of
1 the distanee and looked miserable. or pro.
po3ed again; but this one did none of these
things, and he never left her side. He did not
sigh. He did not look miserable, He looked
rather conteuted than otherwise. And he was
Simp.y kuightly in hisattentions. He not only
| fathomed her thoughts and executed her com-
mands before she nttered them, but he fre-
quently koew just what she wished when she
was not quite sure of it herself. The result
was inavitable. There naver was a girl who
conld bo comfortable in the presence of a
newly-rcjeeted suitor, and the peculiar con-
, il_'_:c'. of this one was encugh to set a girl mad.
l".@.’-.‘ltn.'-' Was 30 upsel by it that she tried to
drive him away. Buat he would not ba driven.
He stayed. And befors night she actually felt
ashamed of berseif. He diviged that, too, and
told Mra. Chasby Soden about it. Again she
went off into a corer and patted herself on
the back,

Jarvizs Murray kept it up for a week. He
was gentle, kind, tender, and manly in his
| trcatment of Florence. He neithersaid nor did

any wore rwe things. Hoe enfolded her in his
| protection.  He perpstaally fanned her nostrils
With iheincense of his devotion. But of love
ie spoke no word and made no sign. At the
end of the week he told her he was going away
the next day. He regretted that he coald net
remain longer, as it gave him great pleasure to
t!:l_nk that his humble efforts had eoutributed
to ber enjoyment, and he Hattered himself that
they bad so contributed. Was it not so?

Yes, that was 3o,
~ Well, then, he said, he shoald feel that his
Summer had been pat to the very highest use.
| Good-by.  He hoped she would spare him s
!{:ml'y remembrance once in a while when she
had nothing better to aoceupy her thoughts., As
that she gave a little sob,

“Oh ™ she said, “'ve been 3o wicked!”

“Wicked!” he replied. “ Not atall. Yom
mean in regard to me, of course. Weil, well, It
| certainly is not wicked for a woman to refass
to murry a man she does not love.”

He made a sudden movement as if to leave
ber.llhe villain. She seized his hand eonvule
sively,

“ Buat,”
) P

Then he took her in his arms, and that even-
ing Mrs. Chashby Soden kissed her davghter
twice.—New York Times.

- -

He Had More Patience Than Most Men.

The London News gives this interesting ver-
sion of Henrik Ibsen’s courtship: When he fell
in love with the beantiful daughter of Pastor
Thoresen how to make known the fact to her
troubled him for weeks. At last he resolved to
write to her. He would come and feteh his
answer the same afternoon at 5. Did the lady
accept him shio would be “at home” : otherwise
nol. At 5 o'clock he presented himself, and
the maid asked him to go into the best room.
I_ic was very hopeiuo!, and was glad to have
time o collect himseif before he met the lady.
But when he Lad waited half an hour awful
doubts began toz=+:l him. Afteran hour had
passed he imagine: the letber had mot reached
the younglady. 5oioe fatal mistake was mak-
lng a fool of him. Still he waited on. After
two liours he began to be ashamed of himself,
She wonld learis that he bhad sat two hours in
thal deserted house and would Jaugh at him.
At last he jumped up in & rage and ram to the
door. Hoe was opening it when a loud peal of
laughter arrested him. He turned and saw the
fair head of his adored emerge from under the
sofa. Her mouth was laaghing, but her eyes
were filled with tears. “Ob, you dear, good
fsliow, to wait all this whils!"” she said. *“I
wiated to see how many minutes a lover's pa-
tience lasts. How hard the floor is! Now help
me to get out, and then we will talk.” In less
than a week the marrisge was arranged,

I,
Driving Two Kings.
[Harper's Young People.]

The King of Denmark and his second som,
the King of Gireece, were out for a walk lass
Summer, and went farther than they bad in-
tended ; dinner-time was close a¢ band, and
they were tired. Just in the nick of time up
came & cart driven by an old peasant. They
hailed the man, asked him to give them a lif8,
and were soon seated upon sowme sacks in the
cart,

In reply to King Christian's inguiry, the
man said he was going to the Castla of Fra-
densborg to try and sell the two bags of carrots
upon which they were sitting. After a pause
the King of Greeee asked the man, “ Do you
Enow us?” {o which the peasant made answer:
“ How should I? I have never seen you.”

“Well,” said King George, “I will tell you,
so that you may know in foture. You are
driving the King of Denmark and the King of
Greece.”

The peasant roared with lanzhter at what he
eonsidered to be a good joke, and, not to be
behindhand, proclaimed himself to be Freder-
ick VIIL, who had been dcad some years.

The man laughed and chuckled at the joke
until the casile was in sight, the two monsrchs
gitting silent in the cart; but when the sol-
diers on guard saluted the Kings and paid the
usual honors, the scene changed. The two
monarchs, bowever, thanked bim cordially for
tbe ride, and 10 minutes afterwards the man
was on his way back, his two sacks of carrots
haviag been purchased at a most usexpected
price.

Idid is just—

&

you.”

she cried, hysterically, “but—bus

A West Point Story.
[Harper's Young People.]

Two plain, ordinary citizens visited Wesh
Point for the first time, sad weras deeply inter-
ested in the blithesome cadet. With the assar-
ance that they were on Government ground,
and that they were finite parts of the same Gov-
ernmeunt, they went where thay pleased, and
were not interrupted. Asthe day waned, how-
ever, they drew uigh forbidden ground—a plot
sacred to theembryo Generals. As they stepped
across a linse, ignorant of the awful trespass, a
miid yonth with spotiess uniform and heavy
musket ran up.

* No citizens allowed here,” said the seatry,

The citizens turned sadly away.

[ feel like the sunset gun,” remarked one.

The sentry stopped to listen.

“Why?"” inquired the ether citizen,

“Because I've just been fired oif,” was the
answer; and, to the citizen's delight, the sentry
smiled.

An Awful Risk.
[Chicago News- Record.]

Casper Corker—Say, eall ! If I was goin’ to
kill meself, I'd take morphine,

Jonas Dead beat—Don’t you never do ik

Casper Corker—Why not ?

Jonas Deadbeat—A friend o mine did is
onct, an’ they found 'im an’ walked "im eight
houars to bring 'im to!

An Insinunating Liver.
[Boston Courier. |

Sageman—By the way, Ranter didn't perform
in the play last evening. Is he sick ?

Seeker—So I hear.

Segeman—What do they say is the matter
with bim?

Seekor—They tell me that the doctor saye
his liver won't act.

Sageman—What a relief it wounld be to his
profession if Ranter would consent to be gov-
erned by that hepatic example!

Every eomrade wanis Ris portrail on his
card, that his friends and comrades may Aave
itas o« memento of him. See NATIONAL
TRIBUNE'S portrait-card ad:criisemend in
another eolumnn.




